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Almighty God 


By Eddie Doherty 





A Love Letter To 


Istanbul, and on to the Holy Land 


Where Was Joy? 











perplexed pilgrims from Loret 
And, in our funny human way of | her know she was to be the mother 

of God. It is said to have been 
transported by angels to keep it'| 
from being profaned by pagan in- Apostolate, I feel the birth-pangs 


speaking, we are 


making good 
time. The train is so noisy, and so 


nervous—it twitches, Lord, as it 
runs—that it seems faster even 
than the plane that took us from 


Montreal to Amsterdam in 
six hours. 


just 


A long time ago, in Hollywood, 


a friend of mine was working on a | 
life of Barney Oldfield, who, in his | 


day, was the most famous racing 


driver in America. He was, 


if I 


remember right, the first man 
to drive an auto at the unheard 


of speed of 40 miles an hour! 
The theme of the story, mean 
to be a movie, was the constantly | made. 


for speed. The world | : 
d faster all the time,| and I am still a newspaperman. 


growing craze 
goes faster an 


vaders. These angels let it down /and its pains with every founda- 
in a field somewhere in Middle|tion, as well as its joys. But I’m 
Europe. Peasants there quarrelled|not always able to be physically 
|about it, various people wanting|present. For some of our founda- 


City. Three hours and forty-five 
minutes! We expect to spend only 
a few hours there, then fly to 


Lord, will we find there the 
joy that was denied us in Loreto? 


I wanted to see the Holy House 
|in that city, thinking perhaps I 
could say something about it in 
| the book I am writing—“King of 
|Sinners’’. There is a pretty legend 
Dear God. Our Fellow Traveller: connected with it. It is supposed 


We are on the Rome Express; two to be the house in which Our Lady 


o. | lived when the Angel Gabriel let tion—that of Our Lady of Aquia 


No. 11. 











“A Child Is 
Born Unto Us” 


By Catherine 





, together. 
Everybody doing his 
|Share . . 








in an Apostolate is truly like th 





this time to be physically presen 
at the birth of our latest founda 


‘in the state of Virginia, U.S.A. 
True, as a Foundress of ou 


| possession of it. So the angels took |tions are far away. 


| place on earth but Nazareth could 


Newspapermen "are skeptics, 


it to Italy and placed it in a laurel | 
grove. Some pious man or woman ja beautiful spot, on Shirley High- 
isaid the angels had brought it|way No. 1, going from Washing- 
‘there. Many came to look at it./ton to Florida, and one of the 
|The materials were definitely not | busiest highways of the country. 
|Italian. Experts claimed that no|/The address incidentally is: Our 


‘Lady of Aquia House, R.R. 2 


t|furnish the stuff of which it was | Box 295, Stafford, Virginia. 

You cannot see the house from 
the road. It stands on a hill, hid- 
den by oaks and all kinds of 





The birth of a new foundation | 


birth of a child. I was privileged 


Our Lady of Aquia is located in 


e| 


t ifaction to many. 


to work together 
r 
included. 

They Also Serve 


servants of the families that come 


the parents listen to conferences 
seminars or 


willing hands. 


They will see to it that the cabins 
are cleaned, that the laundry and 
bedding are all done. They will be 
baby-sitters for the children while 


have a round-table 
discussion. They also will work) 
at securing the priests for the) 
weekend retreats. And they will|fusing not only to listen to the/to ransom the times, to share in 
contribute a dedicated life, a joy-|woes and miseries of people, but! Christ’s redeeming sacrifice, to 
ous service, a simple heart, and 


ried sources—at a more than rea-|and interest of Mary, the sister 
/sonable price. All these avenues/of “Jim” .. and of many members 
/must be investigated and brought /of his 


family. Memories cam 


flooding back, bringing with them 
little; picture after picture of charity, 
everybody helping toj/understanding, helpfulness, kind- 
build the cabins, and the like. Per-|ness, and goodness. 
|haps a new way to go about an 
| apostolic venture! But one that we| to Renfrew to pray for “Jim”, par- 
jhave tried many times in the| ticipate in the funeral Mass, ex- 
apostolate. It has worked very|press my sympathy to the fam- 
well, and has brought holy satis-|ily, I felt even more keenly the 


|immens 


e gap, the emptiness tha 


It will be a new experience. I|‘‘Jim’s” death has brought to all 
think it will be holy “fun” and joy | of us in the district. 
in this new 
experiment of a retreat place FOR| though I did pray for the re 
THE WHOLE FAMILY, children /of his soul, I kept saying to 


During Mass, I found tha 


“Thank You for ‘Jim’ ” 
then 


- anc 


soul and heart. 


’ 


bewildered . . . the ones in trouble. 
Availability 
I have never known “Jim” re 


to do even much more than that— 


[to help them out of their trouble. 


not knowing exacty where it is| Yet I could concede that if ordi-|beautiful trees. It is an old farm “+ js; an experiment, but it} Somehow to me, the words of 
going. And something is bound to; nary men could, today, pick up a/house, built around 1856 or SO. ign't quite new ‘S Madonna House. [Christ apply so vividly to this 
happen. There. will be a smash, a| house made of brick or stone or| And it is a farm, really, belonging Ww. nave had St. Anne’s Colony |dear friend . . “Whatsoever you 


head-on collision with somethin 
going just as fast the other way, 


orld-wide epic disaster. Say| deer 
the. perhaps the| or more—and would have flown/turkey, rabbit and quail, if you 


the end of an era; 
end of the world. 
Speed and Smash 


& 


| 


away, angels could do as much, 


the house anywhere Our Lady 


I remembered this sitting in the | ed. 


Amsterdam-bound plane and try-| 
ing to relax. I must have slept a 
little. At least I had shut my eyes. 
When I opened them and looked 
down I saw that a great part of 
the ocean was ablaze. That both- 
ered me. What could set the deep 


salt sea afire? A thousand 


tankers burning fiercely couldn’t 
make such a spectacle. Reason, 
which sometimes comes to a man 


wondering about things, told 


it wasn’t a fire in the sea. It was 
a fire in the clouds! We had been 


rushing toward the dawn; and 


dawn had been rushing toward 


us. Smash. Daybreak. Indeed 


day broke, Lord, it shattered info 
a billion splinters of bright glory; 
and then the red sun rose and 
soared into Your heavens; and I 
saw many ships below, in a haze, 
and then the mist-draped roofs of 


Amsterdam. 


There was no feeling of speed 
in the plane. There is certainly 
a sense of hurry in this onrush- 
ing, swaying, chattering, clatter- 
ing, comfort, shattering Rome Ex- 
press. Yet it takes three hours to 
go from Ancona to the Eternal 


oil 


me 


the 
the 








MOVING TO A 
NEW ADDRESS 


Help us to keep 
“RESTORATION” COMING 
REGULARLY BY 
CLIPPING AND 
SENDING US THIS 
ADDRESS LABEL 


IT’S ON YOUR MIND! 
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PLEASE DO IT NOW WHILE 


ed the house in the centuries that 
have passed. A great many popes 
have blessed it. Millions of pil- 
grims have journeyed there from 
all parts of the world. And, it is 
said, many miracles have answer- 
ed fervent prayers. So what does 
it matter whether I am a skeptic 
or not? Anyhow there is no law, 
human or divine, that compels 
me to believe the legend. 

The Church has built a marble 
case for the little house—it looked 
to me no bigger than the average 
freight car—and around this they 
have erected an immense basilica. 
The marble casing has been 
adorned with statues and pious 
emblems; and an altar has been 
put inside it. Above the altar is a 
Latin inscription, meaning “Here 
the Word was made Flesh.” 

This should be the holiest place 
on earth, if it is indeed Our 
Lady’s House in Nazareth. And it 
should be the most joyful also. 

But we saw no joy there, at all; 
nor did we feel any joy; and that 
is why we came away disappoint- 
ed. There were many pilgrims 
there, and most all of them were 
going around the house on their 
knees. Pilgrims have worn a 
groove in that marble, simply 
moving on their knees. 

Lame, Blind, Halt 

Some of these people were bent 
over, as though they were in actu- 
al physical or mental or spiritual 
agony. They looked timid, fright- 
ened, awed, remorseful. They 
crawled about their mother’s 
house—if it really is her house— 
like so many whipped and chas- 
tened children. No, rather they 
looked like the cats and dogs that 
had been ordered out of the house 
by a stern housewife who would 
take no nonsense, and who were 
trying to appease her by grovel- 
ling around the premises before 
they dared to enter. 

And the people inside seemed 

to share the awe, the gloom, the 
abasement of those crawling on 
their knees. The place was pack- 
ed with them. There were so many 
sy, a inside one had difficulty 
walking through them to the ex- 
its. They moved slowly, taking 
care to touch everything—like su- 
perstitious gamblers who feel they 
must touch the hump of a cripple 
—and also taking care not to 
smile, to nod to anyone, to ack- 
nowledge the presence of anyone 
else. They were like so many sol- 
emn mourners at a wake! 
There was not one joyful face 
anywhere in that basilica, Lord; 
either inside the little house or 
outside it. Even the priests were 
glum and solemn and far from 
joy—that is all the priests I saw, 
all the priests except our Father 
Paul. 

Surely, Lord, if this is really 
what it is supposed to be, it should 











wanted it—if she wanted it mov-| 


A great many saints have visit-| 


stucco or steel, put it on a truck,|to the Diocese of Richmond, Vir- 
and take it hundreds of miles|ginia. A farm of about 220 acres 


[on which you can find deer, wild 


like to shoot. 


Besides Our Lady of Aquia 


| House, there are two slave quar- 
ters or cabins. A big, lovely, brick 
Church, dedicated to St. William 


of York, seating about 250 people, 
is nearby. 


the main house for the female 


quarters” for the priests who are 
going to give the family-weekend- 
retreats, we have the use of ten 
acres of land, on which in co-oper- 
ation with the C.F.M. (Christian 
Family Movement) and others, 
we are going to build cottages— 
as well as a main building where 
the families—husband, wife, and 
children will be able to both cook 
their meals and have them; and 
where the priest taking charge of 
the weekend can have informal 
discussions etc.; the formal con- 
ferences will be held in the 
Church, within easy walking dis- 
tance from the future “Cana Col- 
ony” of Our Lady of Aquia. 

The surrounding country, wood- 
ed and beautiful, will be a lovely 
place for both parents and chil- 
dren. And we plan possibly to 
dam up a creek, so there will be 
bathing facilities at least for the 
children. 

This is our mandate, given to 
us by Bishop John J. Russell, Or- 
dinary of the Richmond, Vir- 
ginia, Diocese, to run such a week- 
end retreat place for the whole 
family, and to teach catechism 
locally in-between times. 

The Director of Our Lady of 
Aquia is Miss Kathleen Rodman, 








nia; Miss Clare Becker, R.N., for- 


Present Program 

At present, they will be occu- 
pied with settling down and help- 
ing in every way they can the 
interested families to proceed 
with the building of the cabins on 
the ten acres. It probably will take 
a year before the “Cana Colony” 
of Our Lady of Aquia will be 
really opened for business, for 
there is much to do. And we are 
going to do it (we hope) the way 
Catholic Europe used to build its 
marvelous Cathedrals — and the 
way Churches and Schools were 
built in the pioneer days of 
America. 

Instead of asking for large sums 
of money to hand the whole deal 
to a contractor, we are going to 
go slowly about it. . asking people 
to contribute of themselves and 
of the materials needed. 


There are amongst the Catholic 
families of Alexandria, Falls 
Church, Annendale and Arling- 
ton, Virginia, as well as other 
parts of Northern Virginia, men 
whose business is plumbing; oth- 
ers are electricians; others deal in 
bull-dozers, and trucks, and 

on down the line. Many of the 





(Continued on Page Four) 


materials can be bought from va- 





Besides using the three houses, 
staff, the offices, etc., one “‘slavejern times, to find themselves . 


quarters” for visitors (apostolic)and to deepen the knowledge, the| because a great and good friend 
and otherwise) and one “slave | spiritual knowledge, of their won-|Of Ours has gone away, and 


formerly of Los Angeles, Califor-| 


merly of iMnnesota, and Mr. Tom} 
way churches and schools were) 


or two here—that we are in Vir- 


llove, on caritas, then “Jim” is 


The next morning when I drove 


Pod | disaster; 


. I kept adding “Thank 


Madonna House Staff, when all | YOU, Jim”. It was like a litany that 
will be built, will be the humble|°#™¢ from the very depth of my 


For he was truly a friend of the 
poor, the humble, the simple; the| 
ones that perhaps did not know 
their way around the big world. 
The lonely . . the forgotten . . the 


THE POWER 
OF LOVE 


By Father Emile Briere 





e 











The times are apocalyptic... 
immense cataclysms could shatter 
our present civilization, if not pul- 
verize the whole world. Periodical- 
ly in the history of mankind, the 
world seems to pause in awful si- 
lence and stand on the brink of 
periodically man’s urge 
to destroy himself rises from his 
subconscious and threatens like a 
monster to overwhelm the spirit, 
the rational, the loving heart of 
man. 

None will deny that we live in 
such times. Anxiety, insecurity, 
fear characterize this winter of 
1961, truly a winter of discontent- 
ment. 

The Christian in love with God 
/carries within his heart the anxi- 
/eties of all men, for they are his 
| brothers. By vocation he is called 


t 


t 





1 


|bear the fears of all. For Christ 
jagain suffers agony. Personal 
| problems have ceased for the 
|Christian to be strictly personal 
|... their measure is the world. In- 


here in Combermere for many|have done to the little ones, you} deed the times once again are 
years. And it is because so many have done to me.” And if, as the| apocalyptic, world shaking. 
of the couples have spent a week|Scripture says, we are judged on| ’ 


Time Was... 
The landscape we knew as chil- 


ginia today. We hope fervently|sitting at the right-hand of God,| dren has become blurred. We walk 
that when we are established,—/where those who love the poor! along unfamiliar paths, surround- 


other Dioceses might imitate Our 
Lady of Aquia’s “Cana Colony”. 


| sit. 


| Dignum et justum est! It is 


For indeed there is a great need|proper and fitting, says the Pre-| ternational life . 


ied by haze. Uncertainty in every 
| field . . education, economics, in- 
. is the order of 


of a place of this type where the|face at Mass, to render thanks. I|/the day. In the Church also, we 
whole family can come — away|personally, and all of us at Ma-|find changes, questioning, grop- 


drous and glorious vocation of 
matriage. 

Please, dear readers, pray for 
our newest “‘baby-foundation” — 
and if you live in northern Vir- 
ginia and want to be part of this 
new experiment and help to build 
this place of peace and spiritual | 
refreshment, contact Miss Kath-| 
leen Rodman at the above ad-! 
dress. The telephone number is: 
659-6480. 





JIM" MALONEY | 


R.1.P. | 


By Catherine Doherty 








from luxury, away from gadgets,|donna House, render deep thanks | ings. Christians 
away from the rat-race of mod-|to “Jim” Maloney for all he has camps; 
., done for us. And we feel orphaned} who resist all change; the ultra- 


et 

|in deep faith we know that he will 
jcontinue to help us, and we will 
jcontinue to pray for his gentle 
}soul and his tender heart that 
listened so well to the needs of 
all, and helped so much to alle- 
viate them. 

Rest in peace, “Jim”! The pray- 
ers of the many whom you have 
helped and who love you will be 
with you. Ours at Madonna House 
will follow you always—for you 
are inscribed in our hearts and in 
cur special book of friends—to be 
prayed for as long as the Madon- 
na House Apostolate lasts. And 
remember us before the Face of 
God too, dear friend! Dear friend, 
of the humble, the poor, and the 
lonely! 

Do---rest in peace! 





His full title was Honourable) 
James A. Maloney, Q.C. He was an 
important personage . . a mem-| 
ber of the Provincial Government, 
Minister of Mines . . and an M.P.| 
(Member of Parliament) for 
South Renfrew County in the Ot- 
tawa Valley of Ontario. He was 
also a brilliant lawyer. But to 
most people who knew him, he 
was simply “JIM” or “JIM MA- 
LONEY”. 

I had been away helping to 
‘found the tenth mission of Ma- 











‘donna House in Virginia, U.S.A. 
‘I had driven a night and a day 
and arrived home _ to Comber- 
mere and Madonna House around 
1.00 a.m., when I was told that 
he would be buried in the morn- 
ing. It hit me hard. And I am 
not ashamed to say that I cried, 
for not only Madonna House ( but 
I personally) felt a terrible sense 
of loss, and knew that everywhere 
in the Ottawa Valley, so beloved 
by him, and throughout Canada, 
there were many, who like myself, 
felt his death as a personal loss. 


COMBERMERE DIARY 


His Excellency Bishop J. L. 
Coudert spent a few pleasant days 
with us during October and is 
ever to be admired and enjoyed 
for his prowess as a raconteur 
in the telling of tales of his wide 
mission experiences. 

. Staff Worker Jack Scanlon has 
been appointed Local Director of 
the Casa in Winslow, Arizona, and 
Staffers Theresa Davis and Mari- 
lyn Williamson have been assign- 
ed to the Arizona House. Miss 
Cathy Maynard has been given a 
temporary appointment in the 
West Indies. The Texas founda- 
tion has been closed at the re- 
quest of the local pastor in order 
that the parishioners may take 
over the responsibilities formerly 
filled by the steff. 

Douglas Guss has resumed high 
school studies in Edmonton, Al- 
berta, where Staff Workers Carol 
German, Margaret McHale, and 
Ruth MacKay spent their holi- 














Memories 

I remembered “Jim” from way 
back and the days of my youth. I 
remembered his father, the legen- 
dary Dr. Maloney of Eganville. A 
man indescribable—who was too 
big for any human words, and his 
gracious and kindly wife, the 
mother of “Jim.’ 

I remembered their interest in 
the then young apostolate of Ma- 
donna House, which went by the 
iname of Friendship House in 
‘those days. I remembered their 
| personal kindness to me—the help} 











days. 

Diane Zdunich, Linda Lambeth, 
and Al Osterberg had an oppor- 
tunity to study Church music 
and Liturgy in a number of places 
in the Province of Quebec. 

Fathers John and _ “Frank 
DeWitt of Michigan spent a few 
days with us. 

We all were stunned at the un- 
expected death of our very good 
friend the Honorable James A. 





Maloney. Provincial Minister of 
Mines, of Ontario. 

We shall have a special Mass 
for him and for all our benefactors 
living and dead, in this month of 


welfare of men, that 
should make our choice . . 
we should open our hearts to the 
pain of Christ in men. . 
we should allow the Spirit’s heal- 


are split into 
the ultra-conservatives 
‘liberals who are mesmerized by 
the idea of change. These group- 
ings cause confusion and acri- 
mony, for they are born not of 
reason and faith but of prejudice. 
In these times most of all, must 
the Christian ask himself the only 
| questions that matter: what does 
God want? What needs to be 
changed to make the Church more 
apostolic, more holy? What needs 
to be done? What needs to be? 

The battle is on. Unmistakably. 
As the great sociologists — Belloc, 
Berdyaev, Sorokin, Guardini, the 
recent Popes—prophesied several 
years ago, mankind is dividing 
into two camps separated by the 
great masses of the indifferent. 
Two camps line up in a battle ar- 
ray; those who have chosen life, 
those who have chosen death; 
those who have decided for love 
and those who have decided 
against love. Every Christian, 
aware of this frightening situa- 
tion, is being led by circumstanc- 
es and events—another name for 
the Providence of God—to answer 
“an overwhelming question’. He 
is asked to stand up and be 
counted. He is given the privilege 
of using his mind and free will, 
the most divine part of his being. 
To exercise a free choice, to elect 
dependency versus independency, 
'to vote for love—for this—we were 
born. This is to act as a man and 
as a Christian. 

The Time Is Now 

Many of us are loth to make 
clear cut options. We would rath- 
er temporize, delay, vacillate be- 
tween good and evil. We hate a 
naked choice, the direct “yes” or 
‘“no.”. We prefer mediocrity. 

But today “it is impossible to 
be mediocre” said the late Pope 
Pius XII. We are called to bear 
in our flesh the anxieties of our 
brothers, we are called to share a 
little (which for us is so big) the 
agony of the New Adam, Christ, 
Our Lord and Our Head. 

True enough Western Civiliza- 
tion is somewhat on the side of 
the angels. Yet none will deny 
that Western Civilization needs 
an immense purification. How 
will this purification take piace? 
How shall Western man be seven 
times purified? There are only 





two alternatives: by atomic fire 
or by the spiritual fire which we 
call atonement or love. 


And Today 
It does matter to the peace and 
today we 
. that 


that 





the Holy Souls. 


(Continued on Page Four) 
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For Sinners Only 


By Eddie Doherty 








Whirlybirds 
I remembered this experience 
when Father Paul Bechard and I 
got into the helicopter in Paris. 
It was the next thing to flying 
in that old crate that had come 





| 


People from Places 


By Mamie Legris 








through the war in Flanders. It 


much but I study the Bible.” I 
have an idea the Baptist church 
didn’t get the dime for he stayed 
close to home all day. 

When he went to the Social 
Worker for financial help for his 
trip down the highway she asked 


ws The further I go on this trip to|went up gradually, and it never) Maryhouse, Whitehorse, Yukon|him why he came here in the first 

the Holy Land, the younger I feel.|got too high. I could see every-|Terr.—I often sit and think about |place. He said, “I read a lot about 

VOL. XIV God is very good to sinners, even|thing clearly. I could see every-|the people who have been in and|the Gold Rush in this country and 

such a tough old one as myself. If/thing below me. And I could look| out of our hostel recently or long|I wanted to come and get some 

it weren’t for His mercy and His|down in comfort. There was no ago, and wonder what has become | gold.” “But, said she, “the Gold 

ee eg a PEA Spies tt elaine pete esse = love, I should probably feel my|wind now. We were in a comfort-|of them. Quite often they keep|Rush was sixty years ago.” Pete 

CATHERINE DE HUBCK-DOHERTY --.--------- eect ae age, get a wheel chair instead of/able enclosed carriage. And we|coming back year after year, but|answered, “I was sure there would 

eosin | ally. > => lll celta wee -Asscnites a jet plane, and rush home to sit|were going fast across the land.|there are some who pass only|be some left over and I came to 
JORIPEING GALZMAN .....----------------- CHORETS Senne by the fire and sleep and read MY; And there were graveyards to|once. We meet some amazing get it.” 


look down at— not the kind that people here and experience fan- Also Jim 
stones and|tastic situations at times. In 1956 we had a fellow by the 


There was Henry Porter, a man}|name of Jim in the hostel. He was 


life away. 
I got this feeling of youthful-jare furnished with 
ness by going up in a helicopter|statues. Another kind. The grave 
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WHERE LOVE IS — GOD IS 


the other day, travelling by this 
means from Paris to Brussels. I 
had never been in such a ma- 
chine before; though I had seen 
one “close-up.” I was in Ohio) 
somewhere, during the war, and I 
watched the thing come down. A 
tall young man got out of a car 
and stood beside me, also watch- 
ing the windmill fluffing down to 
earth. 

“They’re fascinating, aren’t 
they?”, he said. 

The man was Charles A. Lind-| 
bergh. I hadn’t seen him since) 
1927. In that year I saw a good| 
deal of him, for he was the 
world’s greatest hero, and I was 








Fear has come to dwell in the world. Its immense 
shadow has entered the halls of government and the 
minds of those who govern. Like a dark, quiet mist, 
it has seeped into every nook and corner of the world. 
It has come to dwell in its palaces and in its hovels. 
In farm house and in city apartment, it is at home. 
And in the hearts of the paupers of the world who have 
no roof over their head, it has made its home too. No 
one seems to be exempt. 


Fear is the child of hate and of ignorance and of 
prejudice, and of unpeace. It cannot stand the light 
of love, of peace, of truth. Why have we allowed our 
days to be filled with fear-begetting thoughts and ac- 
tions. For Communism could not have found a fer- 
tile soil for its hates to grow in if we had not pre- 
pared that soil in some strange fashion. 


Could it be that we have refused to love? . . . Could 
it be that we have rendered Love lip service only. That 
we have allowed our ignorance and our prejudice to 
blot the Face of Love in our brethren? . . . For how 
else could fear come to dwell with us, with each and 
everyone of us and not only dwell with us, but, as it 
were, absorb us like mists absorb the landscape or a 
figure, until all lines are blurred and man is lost! 


We must cast out fear or we shall perish for al- 
ready we are asking strange questions that only fear 
could have made us ask. Someone wanted to know 
what should he and his family do if they were snug in 
their fall-out shelter during an atomic explosion, or 
just before it . . . if their neighbor, who hadn’t had 
time or was too poor to build his own shelter, would 
come knocking on theirs? 


A strange question for a Christian to ask or for 
anyone who believes in God. Somewhere along the 
line of travel, someone spoke of another father of two 
boys—aged somewhere between 12 and 14—who was 
teaching them to shoot so they could protect them- 
selves and their shelter from anyone who would be 
knocking at the door of it... 


Across the megaphone of centuries a gentle voice 
is still heard in our land .. . “Greater Love Has No 
Man Than He Who Lays Down His Life For His 
Brethren”. Perfect love casteth out fears. Perfect love 
lays down its life. Have we forgotten about this? 


We better remember before it is too late and before 
fear has bound us with its strong, dark bonds. . Be- 
fore we really die, not only in body, but in soul. For if 

’ we will allow fear to dominate us, then, indeed, those 
who have the power to kill our bodies only will sud- 
denly be given the power to kill our souls; and we 
shall have given them that power. 


Let us begin to love . . Let us turn our face to 
God. Let us not ask questions about shelters, but 
simply take it for granted that we will share it with 
those who haven’t got one. Let us begin to live the 
Gospel without compromise, and fear will be cast 
out, and love will come to reign, and’ we might yet 
have its fruit—Peace! Our fall-out shelters might yet 
become simple storage places, or children’s play rooms. 
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Let us begin. The time is now! 
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one of the corps of newspaper- 
| men who followed him — for a 
| time—most everywhere he went 
Open Cockpits 

Planes weren’t new to me even 
|in 1927. I had my first flight in 
1921, or was it 1922? I was in| 
Hollywood at the time. It was a 
day when there was nothing to| 
write. I went out to Venice with| 
my friend Wallace Smith to talk 
to some crazy young aviators who 
had come successfully through | 
the first world war. Venice was, | 
at that time, mostly an amuse-| 
ment place for visiting Easter-| 
ners; and there was a sort of air-| 
field there. The planes were the| 
open cockpit crates that had 
been used, and misused, in the 
war, and the flyers were stunt- 
ing with them. 

For no reason at all, except that 
we were young and curious, Wally 
and I decided to take a ride in the 
sky. We let ourselves be strapped 
into the front cockpit, and up we 
went. This was one of the real 
thrills of my many thrill-filled 
years—this first zooming up off 
the earth. It was breath-stopping. 
It was unbelievable. It was glori- 
ous. It was exhilarating. It was 
spiced with danger. 

It was a beautiful day. The sun 
never shone more brightly on Cal- 
ifornia. The wind never felt 
fresher; and it was a violent, gen- 
erous, free, fun-loving wind. A 
wind on a holiday. I loved it. Wally 
loved it too. But he found some- 
thing he loved better; that was 
pointing out grave yards to me. 

Every little while he would 
nudge me and shout. Because of 
the wind I couldn’t hear anything 
he said, no matter how loud he 
said it; but I could read his lips, 
and I could also read the expres- 
sion in his eyes. 

“Look, Irisher, there’s another!” 

It pleased him to point out a 
dozen or so places where we 
might be parked if anything hap- 
pened to the plane: and it pleased 
me to laugh at the mere thought 
of such an end. 

Rolling Skies 

One thing happened after an- 
other, which added to the strange- 
ness of the flight, to the excite- 
ment, and to the fun. California 
began to turn restlessly in its 
solid bed below us. First it rolled 
over onto its right side, and then 
to its left. It was the most rest- 
less state in the entire United 
States; the most nervous; the 
most awkward. 

An then, all of a sudden, it 
wasn’t there at all. It just vanish- 
ed. I was looking down, but all 
I saw was the sky! My stomach 
muscles reacted immediately to 
this extraordinary sensation — 
which was the first hint I had 
that the stomach could be bother- 
ed by emotions. I felt as though I 
had accidentally swallowed an 
emetic! But nothing vulgar hap- 
pened. I just looked up and saw 
California looking benevolently 
down at me—California with all 
its grave yards! 

So I learned that the aviator 
was flying us upside down, enjoy- 
ing himself. We let him. We even 
encouraged him. So he did all sorts 
of fancy twists and turns and 
dives, and at length he started 
down over the principal street. 
The wind screamed like a million 
cats, like a million frightful birds, 
like a million friends trying to 
scare a million timid souls out 
of their flesh and bones. And 
people ran for shelter every- 
where below us. Down, down, 
down, we went, closer, and 
closer and closer to the street, 
and at the last possible mom- 
ent we swished upward and 
out over the ocean, and then, 
gradually, back down to the good 
old solid earth of California. 

Ever since then I have always 


| 
| 
| 
} 








ally. 


yard of an era. The grave yard of 
the nineteenth century. All the 
old buildings that had cluttered 
up the environs of Paris had been 
torn down, it seemed to me; and 
strange new buildings had been 
raised—apartment buildings, and 
buildings that contained solid 
blocks of homes, each home, sep- 
arated from the others only by 
thin walls. They were tall build- 
ings, some of them. They were 
painted various colors. They were 
arranged in various patterns. 
From the helicopter they looked 
good—but I wondered how a man 


|could pick out his own home, es- 


pecially if he had had too much 
to drink. And I wondered why the 
architects made them all the 
same way. They looked like so 
many giant dominos standing on 
their edges. There wasn’t a curve 
in a thousand of them. Nothing 
but straight lines. Nothing but 
uniform dimensions. God pity us. 
Don’t let this sort of thing hap- 
pen in Canada or the U.S.A. 

I enjoyed the ride, especially 
over the countryside. The French 


|and the Belgians have used eve 


inch of the earth to advantage. 
They allowed so much for farm- 
ing, so much for forests, so much 
for parks—and now and then they 
gave a good slice to a manor, de- 
voted a hipp top to a castle or a 
convent or a church—so much for 
roads, so much for villages where 


| the farmers could find shops. No 


ground is wasted. Possibly some 
plots were meant for burying 
grounds, but I didn’t see them. 





Brussels 
Before I realized it we were hov- 
ering over the ancient and mod- 
ern city of Brussels, a tremendous 
contrast to the wide free country- 


side. Here the buildings were 
close together, too close together, 
all kinds of buildings heaped into 
a pile. And all of them were 
bound together, tied together, and 
held together with countless little 
wires. The wires made the city a 
compact unit. Cut them and the 
city would fall apart; it would fall 
into a million different parts. I 
never knew, until that helicopter 
ride, that every modern city is 
wrapped up in skeins of little 
wires. 

And that, incidentally, set me 
to thinking I hadn't altogether 
lost my power of observation, so 
necessary to a newspaperman. 
Which is why I began to feel 
younger and younger. 

Travelling has changed a lot 
since Lindy and I watched that 
old helicopter land in that Ohio 
city. But it still takes a lot out 
of a man. You have to visit your 
travel agency. You have to do a 
lot of business with him. You 
have to arrange passports, visas, 
hotel reservations, flying sched- 
ules, and financial accommoda- 
tions. You have to stand in line, 
sometimes for half an hour or 
more, at air ports or the offices of 
various air lines. You have to show 
your passports everywhere. You 
have to write your name over and 
over and over again. Your name 
in full, your age, your nationality, 
the place of your birth, and some- 
times your mother’s and father’s 
first names and birthplaces, your 
religion, your occupation, your 
hotel, and the amounts of money, 
if any, you happen to have left. 

Brother sinners, travelling — is 
still a tough job, and a man can 
go broke if he doesn’t watch his 
irancs and liras and all the cther 
foreign coins he has to handle. 

But then it has always been 
tough to travel — especially to 
travel to the Holy Land. There 
were times when a man had to 
walk, or ride a horse or a camel 
or a donkey, or spend months 
with the winds and the seas, in 
order to see the places where Jesus 
lived and loved and taught and 
died. There were times when he 
had to fight his way—and maybe 
he had no nice hotel where he 
could rest up, wash the rust out 





of his armor, or put on a clean 
coat of mail. 

No, it isn’t too tough. Not for a 
young squirt like me. And, if it 
does get a little tiring now and 


of seventy-five, well preserved and 
strong, who was brought to Mary- 
house a month ago by the Social 
Worker. He had a strange story 
which took the Social Worker a 
long time to get. He was living in 
Vancouver, though he claimed to 
be an American. In 1913 he left 
his cabin in Fairbanks and never 
went back there. He made his liv- 
ing, while in Alaska, by cutting 
wood and at the time of his de- 
parture he had fifty cords of wood 
which he had been unable to sell. 
He had worried about the wood 
for many years and finally was 
able to save enough of his pension 
money to buy a plane ticket to 





| Fairbanks. That was. in August, 
|1961. Once he sold the wood he 
|was planning to make a trip to 
| England. 
Unusual Character | 
He made the trip to Fairbanks | 
but as soon as he deplaned he} 
met the Immigration Officer who 
promptly deported him on the 
next plane for he hadn’t the 
money to be a traveller nor the 
credentials to prove he was an 
American citizen. When his plane 
landed in Whitehorse the Immi- 
gration Officer for the Yukon 
was absent and Henry was de- 
posited on Canadian soil and be- 
came the responsibility of the 
Welfare. They brought him to 
Maryhouse and it took exactly 
three weeks to get him on anoth- 
er plane and back to Vancouver. 
It took many phone calls and 
several wires to different places 
before Mr. Porter’s identity was) 
established. He kept Maryhouse | 
lively and the Welfare busy dur-| 
ing his holiday in Whitehorse. | 
He talked to himself most of| 
the time and in a very loud voice. | 
He must have had many hostil-| 
ities against people, and “beefs” to 
settle for he talked of beating 
people up and killing them. His 
voice would get louder and louder 
as he scolded; if he were near a 
table he would shake it for all he 
was worth. He was an expert at 
cursing and did plenty of it when 








self heard above his voice, he came 
back to reality fast and was very 
pleasant. 

One day Sean O’Callahan came 
over from the Hostel to clean the 
stove pipes at Maryhouse and re- 
place some pipe lengths that were 
getting thin. Henry watched him 
as he worked. A few days after, 
Henry asked me who the man 
was. I knew there was no use try- 
ing to explain to him who Sean 
was so I simply told him he was 
a friend who came to help us. 
Henry said, “He is a mighty fine 
fellow. He had lots of trouble with 
those pipes and he never cursed 
once nor got mad.” One day while 
Doreen got the dinner at St. Cath- 
erine’s he asked her how much 
salary she got for all her hard 
work. When she told : him she 
didn’t get anything he assured 
her he would talk to her boss and 
see that she got a good salary. 

We were relieved the day Miss 
Cheswick came to tell us the Com- 
missioner had authorized the Wel- 
fare to send Henry back to Van- 
couver by plane. While he was 
here the transient men never stay- 
ed around more than a night for 
Henry talked and threatened in 
his sleep as he did during the day 
and they were afraid of him. One 
night in St. Joe’s dorm with him 
was enough for them. He still 
plans to return to Fairbanks to 


jected if he doesn’t stop to visit 
us next time. 
Pete from England 

There was Pete’ who arrived 
from England. He had spent a few 
months working on a farm in 
Saskatchewan and decided to 
come to the Klondike. He didn’t 
find much gold in Dawson City so 
returned to Whitehorse with the 
intention of settling down here. 
He, too, found his way to Mary- 
House. After looking for a few 
days in vain to find work, I urged 
him to leave the Yukon for he also 
had many problems and so was 
not likely to get work. He was a 
kind-hearted soul but was not too 
keen on working. 

On Sunday morning as I left 
for Mass he handed me an envel- 
ope containing a dime and asked 
me to put it in for collection. As 
the envelope bore the name of 
the Baptist church I told him I 
wasn’t going there but maybe he 
would like to go to that church 





liked a plane that landed gradu-|then, I can offer it up for my/and deliver the offering himself. 
sins. 


He said, “I don’t go to church 


a very likeable lad and young to 
be hiking in this country. He 
didn’t stay long and being an 
American was able to get a job in 
Skagway. A month ago I answer- 
ed the door one evening and there 
was Jim again. Before I could stop 
myself I said, “You aren’t still 
hitch hiking.” “Oh, yes,” said Jim, 
“T am, but this time I have a wife 
and three children to support.” 
He stayed a day or two; we gave 
him a bed, food, and some warm 
clothing and away he went again. 

‘Do you wonder that I often 
reminisce? The people we serve 
are most interesting. I can’t help 
ibeing interested in them and I 
|have to admit that often I am 
glad to see them again. 











LOOKS AT BOOKS 


The Unfinished Reformation, by 











he was in these fits of rage. If|Hans Asmussen et al., 213 pages, 
you yelled at him and made your-|$4.95, Fides Publishers, 


Notre 
Dame, Ind. Reviewed by W. Ryan. 
This book, jointly written by five 
Lutheran pastors and admirably 
translated from the German by 
R. J. Olsen, presents a trinity of 
views .. (1) a look at reforms in 
general, (2) a slice of life from the 
“Samm-lung” movement in Ger- 
many, and (3) a consideration of 
the reasons for this latest reform. 

Most of the book is a series. of 
commentaries on the universal 
truths which the authors feel 
must be recovered by the Protest- 
ant churches if they are to fulfill 
their heritage and to “find their 
necessary place within the One, 
Holy, Catholic, and Apostolic 
Church.” For those interested in 
the ecumenical movement, this 
will be a most stimulating work. 
Others will find it dry and diffi- 
cult, unles they understand some 
of the theological points and are 
willing to hear these points re- 
cast in Protestant terms instead of 
the usual Scholastic terminology. 

The “Sammlung” movement is 
graphicaly outlined by seven 
“circular letters” or news-bulle- 
tins, written by the authors to 
engender the desire among Lu- 
theran clergy and laity to reunite 
a fragmented Christianity. 20,000 
copies of the “12 Evangelical 
Theses of Catholic Truths” 
(which form part of the seventh 
letter) were circulated in 1957, 


sell his wood. We won’t feel re-| arousing considerable interest on 


the Continent. 


To place this latest reform in 
high relief, the Foreword covers 
the historical development of all 
such movements. This Foreword, 
written by Fr. Dolan of Notre 
Dame, spans a full 20 centuries to 
reveal the constant reforming and 
renewing that exists within the 
Church. Why the Reformation? 
Why the continued protests of 
Protestantism? As Cardinal New- 
man-wrote over a century ago, “It 
could never be that so large a 
pirtion of Christendom should 
have split off from the communion 
of Rome and kept up a protest for 
300 years for nothing . . All ab- 
errations are founded on and have 
their life in some truth or other, 
and Protestantism, so widely 
spread, so long enduring, must 
have in it, and must be witness 
of a great truth or much truth.” 
When we can fit this “great 
truth” into the framework of the 
Catholic Church, it will be no 
poser an—Unfinished Reforma- 
ion. 
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| CLARIFY. . 


By Catherine 











Kipling once said, ‘East is east 
...and West is west ... and never 
the twain shall meet.” 

Well, it seems as if he were 
wrong, for here we are along all 
fronts—political, social, person- 
al, national, inter-national, ecu- 
menical, and Catholic—beginning 
to realize that men are created 
in the image and _ likeness of 
God, and, by the Lord Christ’s 
death and resurrection, have been 
made brothers of Him and one 
another, and children of one 
Father. , 

With this realization East and 
West, it is hoped someday soon 
will truly be one in the Lord and 
one in love. In the meantime, in 
order to hasten this great day, 
perhaps a few more attitudes of 
the East should be clarified. 

I cannot, of course, speak for 
the whole East nor exen for Rus- 
sia, only for myself. Remember- 
ing, however, that Russia is not 
exactly Eastern, she is a sort of 
a bridge between the real East 


One can go about the business 
of hoeing a garden, or ironing a 
shirt, or a sheet, and inwardly 
rest at the feet of Christ as did 
Mary Magdalen. 

Why compartmentalize things? 
Why not let love flow easily from 
one step to another? For especial- 
ly to people dedicated to God, 
everything is prayer, and every- 
thing is the will of God and their 
sanctification. 

Christ, Mary, St. Joseph all 
worked and I am sure when they 
did, they prayed, though natural- 
ly, times were appointed for spe- 
cial prayers. This is as it should 
be. But why cease praying, or 
contemplating when one’s hands 
are occupied? This is beyond me. 

I think the dialogue between 
East and West would advance 
much further if we could clarify 
little points like these. Then we 
would understand each other 
better. Why not try? 


THE WORLD 
NEEDS CHRIST 


By Rev. Paul Bechard 























and the real West and the two 
civilizations.. | 

History Tells... 
In the beginning of her history, | 
the Russian people freely com- 
municated with the West and if 
one is to judge by scientific char- 
acteristics, they belong to the Ar- 
ian race, were travellers and mer- 
chants and via their immense 
waterways, did business. with 
Byzantium and Constaninople. 
One of the Russian princesses 
married a king of France and 
there was much intercourse be- 





tween what today is Germany, 
France, Czechoslovakia, but in 
the old times, there was a loose- 
ly knit empire, sort of just 
emerging from the downfall of 
Rome. 

But then, from the Steppes of 
Mongolia, from beyond the Him- 
alayan Mountains, came the 
Asiatic hordes of Tartars, invad- 
ing first all of southern Russia, 
then extending their conquests 
to the central and northern part 
of the vast land. 

Their dominion lasted 400 years 
and it was Peter the Great who 
finally threw the last vistages of 
the Tartars back where they came 
from—with a _ few stragglers 
settling down in the south of 
Russia, the deep south of Russia. 

The 400 years left their deep im- 


pression both on the mentality|... 


and the make up of the Russian. 
The blood of a Mongolian mixed 
freely as the blood of conquerors 
always does with the vanquished 
—and Russian faces until this day 
very often bear an Eastern cast 
of features. But that is not too 
important. What is important is 
that many of the philosophies, 
thoughts, and ways of the East, 
blended with the old Western 
ways of Russia, and _ then this 
mixture got a new injection of 
Western light again with Peter 
the Great and his building the 
city of Petersburg—today known 
as Leningrad and to Russians, 
known as THE WINDOW TO THE 
WEST. 
History forms... 

All this might be old history. 
But the ways of yesterday shape 
the man of today. Perhaps be- 
cause of this, the West today has 
such a difficulty in understand- 
ing Russia, for they forget to 
study our history which, in a 
sense, is a key to our character 
and our ways. 

If they did, perhaps the writ- 
ings of Dostoyevsky and Tolstoi, 
as well as others would become 
clearer to our Western friends, as 
would the accent of our religious 
beliefs, their simplicity and their 
closeness to the Gospels. 

Take myself, for instance. I 
have a great difficulty in dividing 
things into compartments. Day 
after day, visitors come to Ma- 
donna House asking more or less 
the same questions. For instance, 
considering our horarium which 
consists of 15 minutes of medi- 
tation per day, followed by Mass, 
which in turn is followed by the 
recitation of Prime. After the 
noon dinner, we have spiritual 
reading, half an hour 
aloud, some in private. At even- 
tide we recite Compline and the 
Rosary of Our Lady. There is time 
for visits to the Blessed Sacra- 
ment and prayer in private. Time 
allowed for academic studies and 
practical ones; for spiritual for- 
mation which permeates all that 
we do, and for work. To our guests 
this appears strange. They feel 
that there should be much more 
time given for contemplation, 
spiritual reading, etc. 

; A Result of History 

But to a Russian mind, all 
these things go together. One 
contemplates all days, always, 
even when one sleeps. For doesn’t 
the Scriptures say, “I sleep, but 
my heart watcheth.” Work is 
prayer and prayer is the work 





The present world needs Christ 
... the real Christ . . the fullness 
of His Love... 

Christ, is the manifestation of 
the Father; He is His Son, His 
only-begotten Son, His Son “in 
whom He is well-pleased”’. 


The world needs Love, God’s|:: : 


Love, all of God’s love manifested 
by the Son, Who is God. 

The Father has seen in at least 
three most important occasions, 
His Work, His Creation, the Best 
of Himself, shattered to pieces by 
the ones He loved and created. 

Lucifer, the one who reflected 
most perfectly the Light of God, 
rejecting God’s love in an act 
manifesting his rebellion: ‘‘No. I 
will not serve. . 
let myself be loved by God, by My 


His Son. . 


not deserve to be loved . . 


of the Church of Christ . 
he can represent truly the Father, 
by being His Visible Son on earth 


REAL CHRIST. . 


GIVENESS ... 


.” No, I will not|*.- 
selves . 


And Christ, the Real Christ,|iums; highlighting this table was 
keeps on His way . . carrying the|a Baptismal candle, tall and fat. 
Cross : .-. not so much the wood-|On one side the candle held the 
en cross, but THE CROSS OF'|symbolism of the cross; as did the 
LOVING ... LOVING... WITH-|wall banner, this cross had the 
OUT BEING ABLE (so it seems) |tree of life growing through it— 
TO HEAL THE DAMAGE OF SIN|this was green, hope’s color. Let- 
DONE IN SOULS ... to the bitter|ters in the wax read, “St. Peter 
end of the Cross on Calvary,| Lewis”. 
where, being able to give no more, It was morning of St. Michael 
after giving Himself, He GAVE|the Archangel’s jubilant feast 
HIS MOTHER ... ‘when friends filled the private 

Christ gives for a purpose . . .| Chapel, which mercifully set them 
Christ loves with a purpose . . to|@part from the main body of the 
manifest the Father’s love . . the|great Cathedral. A simple white 
Father's life . . the Father’s NEW | Mass was recited. Thirty-three 


LIFE which He, Christ, shares . .|VOices responded eagerly to the 


|Latin prayers of the priest. 


now in a glorious way... 
The New Life | 

It is a NEW LIFE. . the Father’s of 
real life . . “And the third day, | cars 
He rose again from the dead . 
And He keeps on loving .. . Ju- 
das had done away with himeslf; 


of automobiles 
he could not stand being loved . .| 


as Lucifer . . who could not take |charply left. into Calvary Ceme- 
it either . . . But Peter was still tery) ry 
around. . | 


“Peter, do you love me?” . 

“Peter, do you love me?” . 
“Feed my lambs.. .” 
“Feed my lambs... 


” 


a. U 
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“Peter. do you love me?” . . : % 
“Lord, thou knowest all things, * 
thou knowest that I love Thee.” : $ 
“Feed my sheep. .” —* me 
Now Peter knows what it means = % ° ” 


to be loved by the Father, through 


» 


~ 
ed 


aponed 


Now, Peter knows that he does 


x 


Now, Peter knows HOW to love 
. aS the Father loves... 
Now, Peter can be at the head 


.. NOW The Unsad Cemetery 


white casket, blanketed with 
| dainty flowers of pastel shades. A 
. the| Catholic priest read in English 


. THE FULL-| : d 
NESS OF HIS LOVE... THE| /S2ims and Prayers of joy an 


p 
HEALING POWER OF HIS FOR-| iot set apart—truly holy ground. 


The world needs Christ . 


The world needs other Christs 
. in his priests . his earthly 
priests . . who will give them- 
. as Christ . 


‘infants, the earthy remains of 
saints. It was then that Father 
Kennedy spoke the words which 


“Let little children come unto 
Me, for of such is the Kingdom 
Heaven.” A small number of 
filed through Portland’s 
-/ manufacturing district to the out- 
skirts of the city. A little stream 
climbed a _ hill, 
long and steep. Each car turned 


On a knoll was placed a small 


|All around were the graves of 


Creator, My Father NO - Who will 


SERVIAM ... N form others as Christ: baptized, | 


confirmed souls, in whom LIFE) 


had echoed through many heads, 
“Let little children come unto 
Me, for of such is the Kingdom of 


| 
| 


| 


i " in a|P 
ee et OS Se substitute for the soles that were 


worn through. Mothers of fam-}| 


four miles away and that winter 
was a bitterly cold one. Father 
gave us bus tickets to help those 
who needed the clothing to reach 
the place. There was no shortage 
of clothing—no shortage of need 
—just lack of space, since we had 
been forced to use the clothing 
room space for other purposes. 
Finally we moved into our new 
building, cleared St. Joseph's, 
brought back what clothing we 
had left at the hall, and settled 
down (we thought for good). St. 
Joseph’s house became our new 
clothing centre. 
Still More Space 

We put up shelves. We had 
clothing racks made out of two- 
by-fours and old pipe. We had two 
small sorting rooms and a whole 
upstairs for storage. We were con- 
fident that we were finally settled 
with so much space. A word of ex- 


in order here. Every spring people 
clear out their winter clothing 
and give it to us for Christ’s poor. 
Every fall we receive summer 
clothing. As you can readily see, 
we are always one season ahead 
of the time. So, in the winter, we 
store the summer clothing, and 
in the summer we store the winter 
garments. 

The year 1958 in our clothing 
department was very wonderful 
indeed. We noticed the rise in 
figures of the number of people 
coming and were pleased that we 
were able to serve them all. With- 
in two years the old story had re- 
peated itself. The place was too 
small. We were serving close to 
twelve thousand people yearly. 
Transients, men with no under- 
wear or socks or jackets, walking 
the streets in below zero weather. 
Men with shoes, whose only pro- 
tection against the snow and cold 
pavements was the cardboard or 
aper that they had inserted to 


ilies of six and ten children whose 
husbands were unemployed. Other 
Christs, sent down by social work- 
ers or the welfare department, or 
by volunteers who knew of their 





planation about storage might be 


“some }. 


When God united in a work of 
perfection of His love, matter and 
spirit in Adam, the first reflec- 
tion of His Fatherhood, and in 
Eve, the first mother, again, God 


saw them rebel against Him, the| | 


Father . . . They wanted to be 
“like unto Him”. 

And the third most important 
occasion? Well! God looks at each 
and everyone of us, His creatures 
whom He loves . . and keeps on 
loving . . and patiently waits for 
our decision . . . to accept His love 
or to reject His love ... or 
struggle to accept Him . .. 

And the Father keeps on loving 
. . loving . . loving . . no matter 
what we do to Him ... 

Christ is the manifestation of 
the Father who keeps on loving. . 
sent by the Father, on earth, to 
keep on loving . . and to give to 
the world the Father’s love . . by 
giving Himself... too... 

Giving Is Loving 

All through His life, He gave 
. . . gave of Himself, gave the 
Father 
good”, the Evangelist says, mean- 
ing: repairing as He went along 
the damage the Father’s loved 
ones made to His creation . . 
HEALING bodily sickness. . 
CURING mostly sickness of souls, 
BY LOVING THEM ... 


Loving even those who could 
not help themselves any more: 
the widow’s only son who was 
dead . . Lazarus, the one whom 
Christ loved so much that He 
cried ... the already stinking Laz- 
arus... 

Those who could not help them- 
selves . . because they were so 
engrossed in sin: Mary Magdalen 
... And this is only part of His 
beautiful plan, of His willed plan: 
re-read the story of the prodigal 
son .. The father patiently wait- 
ing, anxiously waiting . . . know- 
ing before hand that the son 
would come back .. . trusting his 
son “who had gone away”... 
begging him to come back so he 
could re-install him as the beloved 
son of the family. . . 

The world needs Christ . . the 
real Christ . . the fullness of His 
love .. 

The real Christ who is not sat- 
isfied of talking about His Father 
.. nor living like His Father . . 
neither of loving like His Father 
... Yes, the REAL CHRIST WHO 
GIVES LIKE HIS FATHER ... 

The Father so loved the world 
that He gave His only-begotten 
Son ... and THE SON, SO LOVED 
US, THAT HE SACRIFICED 
HIMSELF ... 

Sacrifice is Loving 

He sacrificed Himself .. 
while keeping on loving His 
friends . . who betrayed Him ... 
denied Him . . . Visualize for what 
it means: the look, the eyes of 
Christ as He was kissed by Judas 
... and the tender, suffering, for- 
giving look at Peter from afar 
off, in the court, after Peter’s 
swearing denial of His Best Friend 
Whom he did not reco Ss 
with whom Peter did not want to 





of God too. 


have anything to do. . 


’s love and concern. “Doing | P 


AND LOVE .. AND FORGIVE-| 
NESS .... WILL BE... IN 
WHOM CHRIST, THE MANIFES- 
TATION OF THE FATHER, WILL 
LIVE AND LOVE . . AND HEAL 


THE WORLD NEEDS CHRIST. | 


A New 


“Saint” Peter 


By Joyce Thomasmeyer 














Stella Maris House, Portland, 
Ore.—A man and woman were 
married. Years passed and they 
had children—seven boys. Then 
Peter was born. A mother of ex- 
perience knew that Peter was 
not like her other babies. The doc- 
tor confirmed her _ suspicions. 
Peter had a bone deficiency and 
his brain was damaged. The sick 
child was hospitalized. A year 
assed, more or less, and a Bap- 
tized child drew nearer to earth- 
ly death. Peter’s illness became 
critical, and his pastor was sum- 


.{moned. A Confirmation took 
.| place. Grace swelled and nourish- 


ed the soul contained in a sick 
little body. , 

“Let little children come unto 
Me, for of such is the Kingdom 
of Heaven.” Peter died on Septem- 
ber 27th. In heaven new glory 
shone; louder were the praises 
sung. A time for great rejoicing, 
we feel sure. 

The funeral and the breakfast 
to follow were planned carefully, 
carried out simply. His older 
brothers gathered together at the 
home of Peter’s Godmother. 
There, under loving guidance, to- 
gether the boys made decorations 
to grace the walls at the joyous 
breakfast the next morning. One 
foot wide, six feet long, these 
were meaningful banners. Three 
illustrated one of the psalms 
prayed over an infant’s grave. The 
first read, ‘Praise the Lord all the 
earth”; pictured on this were the 
fishes of the sea, the birds and 
the butterflies of the air, the 
plants of the land, and much 
more. The second, showing the 
moon with many silver beams 
shooting from it, read, “Praise 
Him O Moon.” The third read 
“Praise Him O Sun,” with a bril- 
liant yellow sun; numerous gold 
rays radiated from that sun. 

Cross and Life 

Without words, the fourth dis- 

layed the cross of Christ with 

e tree of life growing tall and 
strong through and beyond it. 

Stella Maris House’s living room 
was transformed into a miniature 
banquet hall. Long and_narrow, 
covered with pure white linen, 
four tables were set simply, with 
enough room for thirty-three 
friends. The dinner candles were 
brightly colored vigil lights, the 
center strips of green ivy extend- 
ing from one end of the tables to 
the other. The main table, slight- 
ly broader than the others, held 





,@ large bouquet of white delphin- 


Heaven.” 

Joy and gratitude permeated 
the air at Stella Maris House that 
morning. The friends of a saint, 
the brothers of a saint, the father 
and mother of a saint, the grand- 
mother, the great grand-mother 
of a saint—surely the whole of 


|Christ’s Mystical Body—rejoiced 
as was sung Psalm 99, set to the 
|tones of Gelineau, “Cry out with 
joy to the Lord all the earth... 

Thus it was that the Church 
militant heralded the new union 
with the Church triumphant of 
St. Peter Lewis Ettlin. 





Marion Centre 
Enlarged 


By Dorothy Phillips 











Marian Center, Edmonton, Al- 
berta.—In May 1955 we opened 
our blue door in answer to a re- 
quest we had received from His 
Grace, Archbishop J. H. MacDon- 
ald, Archbishop of the Edmonton 
archdiocese. The mandate given 
was to feed the hungry and clothe 
the needy. 

Our first house on 95th St. was 
a very small one. The basement 
housed our library, a large old- 
fashioned furnace, the laundry 
tubs, a washing machine, and a 
kitchen stove (where we did much 


of our cooking for the kitchen was 
not large enough). Our food 
stores were kept there on shelves, 
and one corner was used as a root 
cellar. We reserved another cor- 
ner, about eight feet long and five 
feet wide for the purpose of sort- 
ing and distributing clothing. We 
ambitiously called this last cor- 
ner our “clothing room”. 

Looking back in our diary of 
that time I find that there were 
some forty people coming daily in 
need of clothing. 

More Space 

In December of the same year 
we moved to our present site on 
98th St. On the main floor of St. 
Joseph’s, which housed the male 
staff workers, we had two full 
rooms in which to do our clothing 
room work. When we called it the 
“clothing room”, we felt complete- 
ly justified in using that title. 

Within a little over a year we 
were forced to put up a new build- 
ing in order to serve food to the 
many poor and hungry who were 
coming. Lack of adequate space 
to operate during the building! 
period forced us to close our cloth- 
ing room for several months. How- 
ever the need was so great that we 
made arrangements with one of 
the good pastors in the city to 
let us use his parish hall for the 


purpose of carrying on this part 











of our apostolate. The hall was 





His Grace, Archbishop J. H. M 





The actual blessing of the new wing of Marian Centre by 
Archbishop MacDonald. 
Also included in the picture are some of the Staff of the 
Centre, including Joseph Walker, Thurston Smith, Douglas 
Guss and the Director, Dorothy Phillips. 


acDonald, Archbi 
pictured en route to the blessing of the new wing of the Marian 
Centre, accompanied by Father Irwin, on September 17, 1961. 


need. Thousands came, dear read- 
er, thousands. Eventually, we had 
to face the fact that we needed 
more room or we would have to 
start turning away some of the 
souls God was sending to us. We 
prayed much about it. We dis- 
cussed it with “B” and received 
her permission to add a new wing 
to our existing building. So, on 
the Feast of St. Joseph the Work- 
man, May ist of this year, we 
tore down the old building which 
was St. Joseph’s, and early in Our 
Lady’s month work was commenc- 
ed on the new construction. 
Still Not Space Enough 

Our staff had increased from an 
original three to ten of us, and 
we were also short of sleeping 
quarters. The upstairs of the new 
wing was to include a dormitory 
for the male staff workers, some 
bedrooms, a laundry, and a large 
workroom for ironing, mending, 
sewing and repairing. The en- 
tire downstairs was to be our new 
clothing centre, consisting of a 


‘large sorting room, two big stor- 
> z 


age rooms, and two good-sized dis- 
tributing rooms. 

By Sunday, September 17th, all 
was in readiness. It was a beauti- 


ful, sunny fall day. Our women 
volunteers, members of the Cath- 
olic Women’s League, were on 
hand at one o’clock to make the 
tea and coffee, to set up the 
tables, and to put out all the love- 
ly cookies that had been donated. 
By two o'clock guests were alriv- 
ing. At two-thirty His Grace, 
Archbishop MacDonald arrived. 
Everyone was outside to meet 


him. His Grace then blessed the 
building. Following this, he went 
to the front of the building and 
blessed the statue of Our Lady of 
Combermere. It was indeed a very 
happy moment. 

After the blessing, tea was 
served. Visitors kept arriving until 
as late as five o’clock. Conducted 
tours through the building were 
the order of the day. 

Our prayers that night were 
ones of gratitude to Christ and 
His holy Mother for all their good- 
ness to us. 











shop of Edmonton, 











An exterior view of the new wing of Marian Centre from 
98th Street in Edmonton. The building features a bas- 
relief copied from the statue of Our Lady of Combermere. 
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Page Four 


The 
Family Apostolate 


by Rev. John T. Callahan 














I thought that this month I 
would reprint a letter that Father 
Paul Bechard received from 
Charlie Argast of Indianapolis, In- 
diana concerning the Canada Col- 
ony. The letter is quite a tribute 
to Father Paul, to Our Lady of 
Combermere and to the Cana 
Colony. This is the letter:— 

“Dear Father Bechard, 

“The Argast family are home 
safely via Detroit— 

“We thank Our Lady of Com- 
bermere, in the spirit of your en- 
lightenment. We are all busy with 
the details of a new school year, 
and other “awaiting” activities 
of living and parish work. But be- 
fore the distractions draw us each 
day just a little further from the 
wonderful spirit of Madonna 
House, we wanted to set out just 
a few simple reflections, a kind 
of sharing with you for a moment 
of our experiences in the Cana 
Colony. 


in our lives, I respect its results, 
and relish its reaction. Although 
I cannot say that you stressed 
the role of Mary, or described her 
influence and power among us, 
in any particular manner, some- 
how she came through you with 
her message, and I met her for 
the first time. Perhaps Mary 
does really embrace you all in her 
new title and honor of Our Lady 
of Combermere. For one, I can 
testify to the fact that she is in- 
deed with you all. And I, for one, 
can say in a most prayer-ful man- 
fer, with a meaning not so per- 
sonal, so particularly touching as 
in her other recognitions, that she 
surely is Our Lady of Comber- 
mere! 

“In returning here to pick up 
the packs of duties we respect as 
our works, we feel a real sense of 
being away from “home”. If never 
really ever remember missing a 
place before in that sense. After a 
retreat, it was aways great to 
be back with a new zeal and zest 
to begin renewed and refreshed in 
our attitudes. This leaves me with 
a much enjoyable taste in my 
spirit. I feel as though somehow 
I have reflected for just a moment 
in how heaven must one day be 
for me. In this sense, I kind of like 
For we all 


to their St. Vincent de Paul So- 
cieties in the cities for we can- 
not use them. We need loafers, 
Cuban heeled shoes, flight boots, 
galoshes for low heels of all types. 
Men’s shoes are much needed. 
Heavy work shoes are a priceless 
gift as are rubber boots and flight 
boots for men. Snow around here 
reaches five feet and over some- 
times, and the median tempera- 
ture 25 below zero during the 


winter! 


Heavy men’s city overcoats are 
also hard to dispose of. Our Mar- 
ian Center, 10528—98th Street, 
Edmonotn, Alta., would welcome 
them with joy. Here, the men 
need parkas of all kinds for they 
work in the bush or on the farm 
where an overcoat cannot be used. 

But outside of those two items, 
all the rest will be welcome at 
Madonna House. We are truly in 
great need of clothing this year 
for the demands are terrific. 

Shoe polish—white, black, brown 
not necessarily 
tins, are most welcomed. Saddle 
soap would be welcomed too. 

And for Christmas, tooth brush- 
es, soap, tooth paste, that makes 
wonderful presents and helps the 
children to keep their teeth clean, 


full 


would be welcome. 


Also old stationery or envelopes. 


bottles or 





DEO GRATIAS 


By Jean Capets 











Maryhouse, Whitehorse, Yukon 
Terr. — On Tuesday, September, 
19th, Rev. E. A. Cullinane, priest 
member of Domus Domini branch 
of the Madonna House Apostolate 
and principal of Our Lady of 
Whitehorse, celebrated his Silver 
Jubilee of Ordination. 

He chose to sing a solemn high 
Mass of the Immaculate Heart of 
Mary at Sacred Heart Cathedral 
with Father Triggs, the pastor, 
acting as deacon and Father Mor- 
isset of the Burwash mission, sub- 
deacon. The choice of the Mass 
was especially appropriate as both 
the Oblate priests and the Madon- 
na House Apostolate have dedicat- 
ed their lives to God under Mary 
Immaculate. Father Gene stated, 
“As far as I was concerned, it 
could not have been any other 
Mass.” 

His Excellency, the Most Rever- 
end J. L. Coudert O.M.1., deliver- 
ed a most appropriate sermon on 
the priesthood, reviewing Father 
Gene’s work since his ordination. 
The cathedral choir was support- 


had decorated the dining room 
and front entrance with artistic 
silver “25’s” on a background of 
blue shields and chalices. As their 
gift to Father the students of- 
fered him their Mass and got up 
earlier than usual in order to at- 
tend Mass in the gym where a 
portable altar had been set up. 

In the evening the Children’s 
Banquet was held and they were 
treated to a special dinner with 
all the trimmings. Father Gene 
told them of the long years of 
study it had taken to become a 
priest and of how God has now led 
him to a new phase of his priest- 
hood to be with them. He again 
explained the picture of the Im- 
maculate Heart of Mary for the 
Indian children. 

As the day drew to a close we 
realized it had been perfect in 
every way. One of the added joys 
of the day was the presence of the 
Oblate priests who stayed at the 
hostel. They only get into White- 
horse a few times each year from 
their isolated mission posts. We 
were thankful! to and for Father 
Gene and for the priesthood itself. 
Although well wishes had been ex- 
presed throughout the day in 
many ways there was none so 
unque as this one with a defi- 
nite Eastern flavor received from 





Then comes the night . . dark 

Un-serene . . disturbed . . and 

Stormy . . Now all hell is loose. . 

There is no light. . 

Fear stalks the footsteps 

Of him who knew no fear. . 

Alone he walks amongst the 

Cold. hate-filled hearts of 

Men — and hears the whistling 
sound 

That stones make, as they are 
hurled 

Through air, by angry hands of 

Men—so filled with hate 

That their hearts are harder 

Than the stone they hurl. . 


Now poverty is master of him 
Who thought of her as friend . . 
Now he understands that he is 
Nothing .. and alone .. 

A fool if ever man was 

But yet a fool for Christ! 


Alone . . . abandoned to the night 
Yet loving still . . with pain 
Racking him in body and in soul . 
Yet loving still—he now 

Begins to understand the price 
Of souls . 


Now years become but water 
clear, 

That relentlessly wash away 

Himself. . 

He feels as if he were not . . and 

Yet He KNOWS .. HE IS 
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ern day pilgrimage, upon the 
highways of two great nations, 
with its risks and dangers, to 
our dear ones. In the tiresomeness 
and tension of heavy-footed driv- 
ing upon all, a kind of sacrifice 
was involved. In truth, the “va- 
cation” of relaxing away from 
one’s patterns of living, in enjoy- 
ing the lovely countryside, and 
splendid lake, were just the ob- 
vious part of Cana. For the “city- 
slicker” (whom you normally em- 
brace in your service of the fam- 
ilies), the community living 
breaks through the shell of in- 
difference towards one another. 
The attitude of you all, of daily 
Mass together (even though we 
attend Mass daily now, it is not 
quite the same), of your giving-of- 
yourself talks to us, made us see 
the value of your giving-of-your- 
self talks to us, made us see the 
value of this brief period of living 
together. Perhaps it is the sim- 
plicity of the way of living for a 
few days, removed from our too 


Pax Christi, 
“Charles Argast 


Perhaps some of our “Canada 
Colony Alumni’ would like to as- 
sist Kathy Rodman and her team 
of Staff in building another Cana 
Colony in the State of Virginia. If 
you have any donations that you 
would like to forward for this 
work, please address them to Miss 
Kathy Rodman, Post Office Box 
295, Rural Route 2, Stafford, Vir- 
ginia. 





LOVE LETTER 
(Continued from Page One) 
give joy to everyone who comes to 





of it seem joyless! 


Perhaps we felt this so keen- 
ly because there had been such 





tremendous joy in Castelgandolfo| purification. 


Wednesday, when we attended 





the audience of Your Pope, John 
XXIII. There too we found pil- 
grims from all parts of the earth 
—including a contingent of newly 
weds from Germany. The bride- 


daily life. . 


|saints, Our Lady, Our Lord, ros- 
aries, crucifixes and holy pictures 
for the walls—would bring much 
joy to many a home. 


Thank a million! 





POWER OF LOVE 
(Continued from Page One) 
ing fires to purify us. Every mo- 
ment presents a challenge to our 
love, to our submissiveness to God. 
It does matter how we meet that 
challenge, how we_ exercise our 
free will right now. Each moment 
presents us with a new test to 
our faith and to our trust. The 
little things which make up our 
; h the manner in which 
it. But even the priests in charge| we accept one another, our con- 

ees for one another, the manner 
Joy at the Castle |in which we serve one another, all 
these, moment by moment, the 
Loving Spirit gently uses for our 
through the 
purification of one man, the whole 
world is healed of its anger. The 
living regenerate the dead. And 
lovers wash away hatred in the 
hearts of their brothers. The call 
offered to us leads through the 


And 


Staffworkers as well as the Indian 
students of the hostel and many 
of Father Gene’s friends were 
present at the Mass. 

Jubilee Banquet 

That afternoon a banquet was 
held at our Lady of Whitehorse. 
The staff had outdone themselves 
to make this a great day. Prepara- 
tions for the banquet had been 
going on for a week in the kitchen 
and a delicious ham dinner was 
set before the guests. To climax 
the event, a _ three layer jubilee 
cake, beautifully decorated with 
silver clusters of grapes, was pre- 
sented. 

Father Monnet, the Chancellor, 
was a delightful Master of Cere- 
monies as he read the telegrams 
of congratulations and called 
upon various people to express 
their good wishes. 

Mamie Legris expressed her 
congratulations on behalf of the 
Directorate of Madonna House 
(who could omy be present in 
spirit) and thanked Father Gene 
on behalf of the Staffworkers of 


|carry now in your eyes and in 
joss heart. Amen.” 





| Journey Inward 


' 
' 
By Catherine Doherty | 





When I was a little child, I 
fell once and hurt my knee very 
badly, cutting it on a stone, that 
was lying on a beach. My father 
and I were taking a walk. 

I remember my father cleans- 
ing the wound by immersing it 
in the salty sea which stung even 
more than the cut. So much so 
that I cried all the harder. My 
father held me tenderly and half 
aloud, and half whispering, said 
to me: “Little girl, daughter of 
mine, why do you cry over a 
little flesh wound? . . Learn to 
bear the physical pains that will 
come to you, this will pre- 
pare you to endure the immense 
pain of the spirit that is bound 
to come your way.” 


He does not know as yet. . that 
This is the moment of his 
Beginnings. . 

Now he can start . . because 

He won’t .. Christ will. . 


Now time stands still— 
The bridge is made 

The kingdom of the Lord 
Again has come to earth... 


The Lay Apostle . . now 
Has come of age. 


y 


w. 





dependent existence on mechan- 
ical comforts, that adds yet anoth- 
er factor. Be that as it may, we 
have never returned from a va- 
cation (after such physical and 
mental exertion.) in such a re- 
freshed way. Nor looked back with 
such red sincere longing to our 
time with you all. For all of this, 
we of our state of life owe you a 
real debt, and in thanks you have 
our prayers for the continued 


desert of anxiety, the darkness 
of naked faith, the fire of love, 
the warmth of trust . . to victory. | 
Daily our brothers are healed by | 
our joyful acceptance of our com- 
mon pain and sorrow. Daily the 
enemy is weakened by the power} 
of our love . . . the love of little 
ones, fully aware of their immense 
weakness who seek for strength 
solely in God. 

Nothing will help our world ex- 


grooms were all in evening dress, 
the brides in white, with their 
bridal veils. Castelgandolfo was 
the happiest place on earth that 
day; and we felt that the pope 
spoke our sentiments when he 
said “I am in good company.” He 
spoke of love, of mercy, of char- 
ity. He made the great crowd 
laugh and he made it cheer. I have 
seen smaller crowds at tremen- 
dous football games; and I have 








the Yukon for the paternal devo- 
tion he had shown. She ended 
with the words which have be- 
come a byword of good wishes in 
the apostolate — “God bless you 
and Mary keep you.” 

The Very Reverend A. Drean, 
Provincial, spoke on behalf of the 
Oblate missionaries with whom 
Father Gene has been associated 
during his five years in the vicar- 


I did not understand then quite 
what he meant, but so earnest was 
his voice and so tender, that I 
stopped crying. Now, I know what 
he meant. I have learned it in 
the sweet-bitter waters of the 
Lay Apostolate. And I have writ- 
ten a little poem about it ..a 
sort of a little sketch, a little map 
that every Lay Apostle must 
travel if he wants to reach his 


p 
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MISSION APPEAL 


Dear Friends of the Missions: 
Joaquim and these fellow sem- 
inarians (by the grace of God) 
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present and said that he was 
was in evidence at this mixed 
pleased by the family spirit which 


Touched by the fire 
Of the Crimson Dove. . 
Dreaming a thousand dreams 


articular thanks. Your contribu- 
ion during the week obviously 
made the special difference to 


of naked love, lavish, reckless, un- 
bounded like the sea. Unbeatable, 
because theirs is the power of 


They come from large families, 


“Beyond the Alps lies Italy”, 
poor families. They pay only a 


and beyond Italy—Lord, it seems 





us all. Our conferences provided 
a new enlightenment on man 
subjects, which you handled so 
well. We can say this as ones 
“not” just coming in out of the 
rain. While we may not be mak- 
ing much success in our separate 
roles of seeking perfection, we are 
all much aware of making re- 
treats, and using the Sacraments, 
and working for the Church in 
many ways. But, somehow, you 
gave yourself to us in such a hand- 
some manner that our spirits 
were enlightened along many 
different avenues. Several times 
I mentioned to you the great 
thirst of the layman for the word 
of the Lord. You indeed did this 
for us, and in a manner that fit- 
ted so well with our very lives, 
our living around us at that time. 
Frankly, most of us did not re- 
flect as openly, and freely as we 
should have to you in return or 
your efforts towards us. But as 
you must know, we are all so 
afraid of love, we just don’t know 
how to act when we should. Be- 
cause of this neglect on our parts, 


Y| God, if that one was too atrocious. 





I felt particularly impelled to say 
thanks again to you, personally, 
for this effort for us all. 
Introduction to Mary 
“Finally, by way of a special re- 
flection on my own part, I am 
particularly indebted to you for 
a discovery. It might seem a 
Strange admission after thirty- 
seven years, but I am so moved 
by it that I feel the revelation will 
be some comfort to you for the 
moment. I have always been some- 
how stand-offish about the Virgin 
Mary. There might be many rea- 
sons for this, none of which I 
would hold justifiable but the fact 
remains that I was never able to 
approach her before. I credit it 
simply that like so many unfortu- 
nate human relations, I was never 
properly “introduced”. That you 
did this for me in a most real and 
tender way is a personal reward 
which I treasure. There is no 
doubt that I least deserve this, 


and the gaunt face of unemploy- 
ment rising again, the demands 


to me that every great alp has at 
least one alp mate. Forgive me, 


God’s love. 





But the more atrocious they are, 
the less I can resist them. Beyond 
Italy. I was going to say, lies 
Bethlehem and Nazareth and Jer- 
usalem, and the Mount of Olives. 
What will we find there? 





PENNY-PINCHERS 
WE THANK YOU 








Thanks for arranging this trip, 
Lord. Thanks for letting us see 
the chapel in the Rue du Bac. 
Thanks for taking us to Loreto. 
Thanks for letting us see the Holy 
Father and obtaining his blessing 
for ourselves and our dear ones 
back home! 

With much love. Your Eddie. 





One Man's Scrap is 


Another Man's Gold 


By Catherine 











It has been a long time since 
I have been asking for clothing. 
For our many friends have been 
sending us clothing truly without 
being asked, but lately, what 
with uncertain times in the rural 
communities and with our uran- 
ium mines nearby in Bancroft 
village closing one after another 


on our clothing have been ex- 
cessive — over and above the 
usual. And clothing is desper- 
ately needed. 

All kinds of clothing — from 
baby layettes thru toddlers and 
school children, youth—male and 
female—and men and women and 
older folks. But especially needed 
are children’s clothing . . school 
children. 

Shoes with high heels are not 
very practical for rural areas and 








but like so many gifts we receive 


we beg our friends to send them 


wonderful 


In Milwaukee, under the leader- 
ship of Mr. Warren J. Largay, a 
group of men are helping the mis- 
sions tremendously. 

They call themselves, “PENNY- 
PINCHERS”, meaning, I imagine, 
that they pinch pennies from 
their friends and themselves FOR 
THE EXTENSION OF THE 
KINGDOM OF GOD! 
way to collect or 
“pinch” the smallest of our coins. 

But the strange thing is that 
they must be wonderful ‘“pinch- 
ers” for recently they sent us $100 
and that is a lot of pennies. And 
I know, for a fact, that many 
other missions have greatly bene- 
fited by their penny pinching 
activities But God alone knows 
how many. 

Mr Largay, in sending us the 
check . . the generous check of 
$100 that I spoke about, suggested 
that anyone interested 
latest mission of OUR LADY OF 
PAKISTAN to which our team 
will be going sometime soon, could 
collect their pennies from one up 
and mail it to the Penny-Pinchers 
who have set themselves. the goal 
of collecting for this distant and 
hard mission of ours, $1000 for 
the year 1961-62. Since they have 
sent us already $100, there is only 
$900 left. 

Our good friends in Wisconsin 
and Milwaukee, I know, will be 
glad to hear of this gracious and 
wondrous work of the Penny- 
Pinchers. 


Their address is: 
PENNY PINCHERS 


c/o Mr. Warren J. Largay 


P.O. Box 1958 


Milwaukee, Wisconsin. 


What a 


gathering of the Oblate priests 
and brothers, Sisters of Provi- 
dence, Little Missionary Sisters of 
St. Joseph, priest and Staffwork- 
ers of Madonna House, friends — 
Indian and white who sat together 
as one family of the Vicariate. 

The Bishop remarked that the 
spirit that was present here 
should be a pattern for the world. 
He then read a letter he had re- 
ceived from Father Henry Carr, 
C.S.B.; former Superior General 
of the Basilian Fathers, eminent 
educator and longtime friend and 
associate of Father Gene, expres- 
sing his regret at not being able 
to attend. 

Father Gene arose and contin- 
ued the expressions of thanksgiv- 
ing—this time to Our Lady for 
his vocation. He spoke of his years 
in the priesthood and said that he 
considered his first twenty years 
as a priest only a novitiate for 
what was to come. (This brought 
'a look of awe to the faces of many 
who were still relatively young in 
the spiritual life.) In summing up 
his sentiments Father said they 
could be found in the two words 
which were printed on the back 
of his commemoration card: “Deo 
given her favorite picture of Our 
Gratias”. 

As an anniversary gift “B” had 
Lady—‘‘The Immaculate Heart of 
Mary” by Leslie Emery (prints 
obtainable from International 
Art Publishing Co. Inc., Detroit, 
Michigan) in which the artist has 
depicted in Mary’s face the fea- 
tures of all nations. The picture 
was explained at the banquet and 
Father Gene said he was pleased 
to have it at the hostel not only 
for its beauty but because the 
Indian features seem very pre- 
dominent in her universal nation- 
ality. 

Further Tribute 

A description of this day would 
not be complete without telling 
of the part the Indian children 
played in honoring Father Gene. 





The night before the Jubilee they 


In God, of love, of souls. . 
Mystic untried, but true 

In love with Love. . 

Recklessly loving, without count- 
ing costs .. 

Sells all he owns. 

And poorer than the modern 

oor 

Of welfare states—embraces 
Cross and thorny crown, 

As men do women—when love 
and passion meet. . 


A man aflame—shedding with 
Every step—fire on earth .. 

The a of his heart and Pente- 
cost... 


Burning youth, strength only — 
To be renewed in both as eagles 
do! 


Time slowly moves—each year 
leaving 

Its burning seal upon 

His wounded heart. . 

Now days are greyer . . mists 
Swirl, in a strange motion— 
With them come doubts and 
That is more sensed, than seen. . 
And poverty bites deep. . as 
does a strange fatigue, 

That smothers joy . . and 
Leaves a lassitude that kills . 
All fire . . passion . . desire . . 


very small part of their tuition. 
Some can pay nothing. Some can 
the boys you see on this page can 
remain studying for the priest- 
hood only as long as friends like 
you continue to help. 

Could you. . would you... 
“adopt” one of these boys. Would 
you help us educate him to be one 
of our own Brazilian Padres of 
Tomorrow? 

As you think it over, remember 
this: 

In the United States, there is 
one priest for every 700 Catholics 
BUT here in Brazil there is only 
one Padre for every 10,000 Cath- 
olics in our parishes. Our most 
important need is for more 
priests; our most pressing prob- 
lem is support of today’s semi- 
narians who will be those priests 
of tomorow. 

Whatever you can do, you will 
have a daily remembrance in my 
Mass and the daily prayers of 
“your” seminarian. 

In Our Lady of Hope, 


Padre Thomas Brown, O.M.I. 
Oblate Fathers 

Alameda Franca, 889 

Sao Paulo, Brazil 


Send donations to: 


.|Rev. Kevin K. Walsh, OMI 


348 Porter Ave. 





Buffalo 1, N. Y. 
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